The Tragedic 

Haft, His grace lookcschecrefully and fmooth today, 
Theres fame cancel tor other likes him well, 

When he doth bid good morrow Wit h&ich a fpirit, 

I thinks there is neuer a roan in Chnftendcme, 

That can lelfer hide his loue or hate then he.- 
For by his face ftraight (hall you know his heart. 

Dar, Whatofhis heart perceiucyou in his face r 
By any likelihood he iliewcd to day ?, 

Marry,that with no man here he is offended, 

For if he were, he would haue ihewne it in his iace. 
Drft-J.pray God he bcnot,Ifay. 

Enter (ftlofter. 

Glo. I pray you all, what do they deferue 
That doconfpire my death with diuellifli plots <» ^ 

Of damned witchcraft, and that haue preuaild r» L; 1 >*& 
Vpon my body with their hclliilicharmes? ’ 

The tenderloueibeare your gracemy Lord, sn ' 
Makes me mod forward in this noble prefence. 

To doorac the offenders whatfoeuer they be : 

I fay my Lord they haue deferued death. 

^Vo.Then beyour eyes the witneffe of this ill, 
d’e.e how I am bewitcht, behold minearme 
Is like a blaftcd fapling withered vp. 

This is that Edwardsvnk,thxt monftrous witch, 

Gonforted with that harlot ftrumpet Shore , 

That by their witchcrafts thus haue marked me. 

Haft. If they haue done this thing my graciour Lord, 

67c. If thou f rot elder this damned ftrumpet, 

Tel ft thotrmc of iffs ? thou art a traitor. 

Off with his head. Now by Saint Paul, 

I will not dine to day I fweare, 

VntiB I fee the fame, feme fee it done .- jt- 
The reft that loue me, comcand follow me. Exeunt, wanct 
Haft.WotWP) for England, not a whit for me# Ca.wtth Haft. 
For I too fond might haue.prcuented this .- 
Stanley did dreame the boarc did race his hclme, 

But 1 difdaind it, and did fcornoto flic, 

Three times today my footeclbth horfe did ftumble, 
dn<l ftartled when he lookt vpon the Tower, A ^ 



of Richard the Third. 

As loth to beare-me to the flaughter houfe. 

Oh, now I wantthe Prieftthat Ipakctome, 

I now repent I told the Pursuant, * 

As tweretriumphing at mine enemies. 

How they xtGPomJretbXoodiXy were butcherd, 

And I my felfe fecure in grace and fauour ? 

Oh Margaret, Margaret : now thy h cauie carte 
Islightencd on poore Ffa/iwjp wretched head. < r 

^kr.Difpatch my Lord,the Duke would be at dinner s 
Make a (liort thrift, he longs to fee your head. 

Haft . O momentary ftatc of worldly men. 

Which we more hunt for, then for the grace ofheaaen* 
Who builds his hopes in aire ofyour ffaire looker, 

Liues Uke adrunkeri Siylei^n'a'mafti 
Ready with euery nod tot'Ombledowne ‘ 

Intofatall bowdsof thedeepe, 

Come leade me to the blocke.bcare him my head, 

T hey fmile at me, that Shortly lhall be dead. Extant, 

Enter GDukt ofGlofter and Buckingham inatmottr* 
Glo.Qomo. coufen,canft thou quake & change thy colour? 
Murther thy breath in middle of a word. 

And then begin againe and ftopagame. 

As ifthou wertdeftratight aridmadwith terror. 

Buc Tut fcare not me. ,f> 

I can counterfeit thedeepe Tragedian, 
vSpeake,and lookebacke,and prieon etiery fide t 
Intending dee pe fufpition,gaftly lookei 
Are at myferuicelikeinforcedfmiles. 

And both are readie in their offices 
To grace my ftratagems. EntesMaitr^ 

G/#.Here comes the Maior. 

£«c.Let roe alone to entertaine him. Lord Maior 
(7/«.Looke to the drawbridge there. 

^ac.Thereafon wehauefentfor yotf, 

G/o.^W/6y oucrlpoke the walks. 

£«<r.Harke,I hearea drumme. 

G/^.Lookc backe,defend thee,hcreareenetniel. 

Buc God and out irttmeencie defend vs* 

Glo, 0,0, be duict,it is fcatetSy, 
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